I go                 LETTERS  TO AN UNKNOWN

second is, I forgot Saint Eulalie. There is
nothing here which I might send to Paris
except flowers, and God knows in what con
dition they would reach there. I ask for
your advice. I am as troubled as usual, and
this time have not the resource to transmit
my trouble to you. Good-by, dear friend;
take care of yourself.

CCXXXIII.

PARIS, March 21, 1861.

I DELIVERED my speech in the Senate. I
was frightened to death, but I overcame
this feeling by saying to myself that I was in
the presence of two hundred fools and should
not be affected by them. The most bother-
some thing in politics is Catholicism. You
cannot imagine the degree of exasperation
that the Catholics have reached. For no-
thing at all they jump at you. For ex-
ample, if you do not show all the whites of
your eyes while talking of the saintly mar-
tyrs, and if you ask innocently, as I have
clone, " Who has been martyred ?"

A colossal bore was'' TannhSuser.''  SomeNapoleon's. Princess would be charmed to see Lady Shel-al Library claims them
